REBUILDING   AFTER   BATTLE
goes up. The figure of a German sentry is sil-
houetted against the dark background of the sky,
not twenty yards off. We pause. 'It is as well I have
given Army some instruction in this sort of thing/
I think, 'otherwise we would be for it.' The sentry
coughs. 4He has a cold, poor chap/ I muse, 'the
blockade makes his lot less cheerful. Paper shirts
are not much good. Thank God for the Navy I*
The light dies down. We crawl on. 'Hark! what's
this?9 I whisper to Army, who is now beside me.
We stop and listen. *A German relief for that
sentry/ I say in whispering tones, as the beat of
footsteps in unison approaches over the trench
boards. We hug the earth. All is again quiet.
Another Very light goes up. I scan the wire - I am
just opposite the sentry. The light dies down*
I take a ball of twine out of my pocket and tie the
end to a screw stake, leaving the ball there for
future use. We crawl on. Army is getting anxious.
He cannot find his gap. I know he can't; because it
does not exist! We keep up the farce for three hours
and then, pulling Army by the arm, I creep back to
the small ditch halfway across no man's land, in
order that we may speak in whispers. As none of
our patrols are out, any movement must be a hostile
one, I get my face close to Army's and talk to him
in low tones. 'You know where the sentry was/
I say; fl tied a ball of string to the wire there. I am
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